life, 
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The German artist, F. L. Storch, has depicted the scene of Mary's meeting with Christ after His resurrection as 
taking place under the shadow of the three crosses, grim reminders of the tragedy of the Friday before. It is 
only John who records the scene (Chapter 20:16) beginning "But Mary stood without at the sepulchre, weeping . 
. ." and describing how she mistook Him for the gardener — a natural mistake, seeing her eyes were misty with tears. 
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ETTER make the most of 
tonight," growled the Ro- 
man soldier. "This is the 
last time you'll be able to visit your 
aged comrade!" 

He clanged to the door of the cell, 
and Mark looked at Peter with a 
gleam of fear in his eyes. Peter 
nodded gravely. " Tis true, my 
son," he said, calmly, "the man is 
right. I follow my Lord to glory 
tomorrow." 

The younger man caught the hand 
of his companion and master con- 
vulsively. "Oh, no, sir!" he cried. 
"You — you — must not die! We need 
you too much!" 

The apostle embraced the shaking 
shoulders of the young man. "We 
all knew it was only a question of 
time," he said, quietly. "As our be- 
loved brother Paul says: 'Absent 
from the body only means present 
with the Lord,' Cheer up! You and 
our other friends must carry on the 
work. But come, we have much to 
do. What a blessing the story is 
almost ended. We have only a few 
hours to dawn. Write quickly, for 
ere I die I would tell to the world 
the story of my blessed Saviour, 
Jesus Christ, and of His wonderful 
message to the human race." 




pew 



Mark's sobs subsided, he wiped 
his eyes and sat heavily on the 
rough bench, then unrolled the 
parchment, unstoppered his horn 
of ink, fixed his quill pen and pre- 
pared to write. 

Peter did not sit. He paced up 
and down the narrow cell, his eyes 
lighting up as he recalled the pre- 
cious days he had been privileged 
to spend with the Stranger of Gali- 
lee. He began to talk rapidly. Mark 
wrote feverishly. 

"You've got to the last supper, 
haven't you, my son? Well, I think 
I told you how horrified we were 
when He intimated that we had a 
traitor in our midst. It was when 
He said, 'One of you shall betray 
me!' We had all been a bit suspi- 
cious of Judas, but we never dream- 
ed he would go that far." The old 
man stopped. "But how merciful 

BY KENT MAPLETON 

Jesus was that He did not say, 'One 
of you will deny me!' " 

The young man's moving fingers 
stopped, and he looked up curiously. 

Peter nodded slowly, and resumed 
his pacing. "Yes, I denied Him! 
And he knew I would! I was so 
indignant to think He imagined that 
we would desert Him in His hour of 
need. You will all forsake me and 
flee,' He declared. I flared up — ah, 
you have heard how hot-tempered 
I was in the old days, Mark?" The 
apostle sighed and shook his snowy 
head. "Thank God, that's all gone. 
I flashed out, 'Not I, Lord. Though 
all these others would, I'll defend 
you to the death.' " 

The younger man's fingers were 
fairly flying. 

Peter stepped up to him excitedly. 
"Know what He said?" he asked. 
"He said that before the cock crew 
twice next morning I would have 
denied Him thrice! Was I ever 
furious. But when I rashly pro- 
claimed my absolute loyalty and 
courage, He merely shook His head, 
and said gently, 'Let us be going!' " 

"I've told you many times, my 
boy, of that last sad journey to- 
gether. So well we knew the way. 
Out through the gate, down the 
hill to the Garden; then His taking 
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James and John and me. Finally His 
going on a little farther and pray- 
ing, while we — base wretches that 
we were — we slept. Then His re- 
turning, waking us, rebuking us and 
going away again." The old man 
could not proceed. Tears ran down 
his face. With an effort he contin- 
ued: "You've heard me tell it scores 
of times. Write it down! Let all 
mankind know just what cowards 
we were. Then came the cut-throats, 
and that — that — no, I must not call 
him anything — that poor, misguided 
soul, Judas, the treacherous kiss, the 
arrest, the fulfillment of prophecy — 
we all forsook Him and fled." He 
sank on to the bench and wept. 

Mark looked compassionately at 
the bowed figure. Alas, his master 
would soon be gone. Tears filled his 
eyes again. 

"Write this down, my son, write 
it down," quavered the apostle, ris- 
ing again, "I denied Him!" Again 
that struggle for control. "I slunk 
along to the courtyard of the high 
priest, like the coward I was. I 
couldn't stay away, even though I 
knew I might be recognized and ar- 
rested as one of His followers. 
There I was, longing to be at His 
side, but afraid to come out and de- 
clare myself." His dark eyes flashed 
in self-contempt. "I was afraid of a 
mere serving-wench — a girl who 
passed through the court-yard and 
saw the fire-light flickering on my 
face; knew me as one of those who 
was always in the Master's com- 
pany. I roughly denied it. Then 
another girl came along. I did not 
dream I was so well known, but I 
(Continued on page 14) 

PAGE THREE 



^SB^ 



■■WHIN 



B^ff^T* 1 ^! 



1 



l! 



^tUs SC&&*L/ 



EASTER 




(Editor's Note: If the reader is not familiar with the story 
he should not fail to read Luke 24:13-53). 

OF all the incidents surrounding the story of Easter 
the account of the two disciples on the Road to 

Emmaus is the most moving. It is indeed a story 
of singular grace and charm. 

It seems to me that these disciples are so typical 
of the many souls who have been drawn to religion 
in the attempt to realize the hopes and ambitions they 
hold precious, only to turn away sorrowfully because 
it did not seem that their own personal dreams could 
come true. 

The story makes it plain that such personal hopes 
were uppermost in their minds. "We trusted that it 
had been He which should have redeemed Israel". 
They are not alone in this, for we read in the first 
chapter of Acts that, even then, the disciples were 
still dwelling upon this thought. "Lord, wilt thou at 
this time" they question, "restore again the Kingdom 
to Israel?" (Acts 1:6.) 

For as these two journey to Emmaus they know 
their dreams have been dashed to the ground. As 
they talk and explain their despondency, it becomes 
only too clear they see no hope, now that Jesus has 
been condemned by the Chief Priest and then made to 
die by the cruel death of the crucifixion. So they 
hurry away from Jerusalem in fear of the wrath of 
the authorities. The splendid dream of power and 
glory for the nation is lost. 

The tale of an empty tomb brought by the women 
is but foolish women's talk, for when two of the dis- 
ciples went to the tomb it was indeed empty, but "Him 
they saw not." 
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How strange these words must have sounded to 
Jesus when He heard them from the lips of the 
Emmaus disciples! His mind must have been busy. 
"No, indeed" — He is thinking, "the two disciples who 
ran to the tomb are not the only ones who do not see 
Me. Despondent and unbelieving, thinking only of the 
empty tomb, refusing to believe the testimony of be- 
lievers, here are some more who cannot see Me!" 
So He begins to talk and explain, "expounding unto 
them in all the Scriptures the things concerning Him- 
self." 

At the time these two men hardly realize the 
power and significance of the exposition. It is the 
finest sermon they have ever heard, but somehow 
they are so dazed by the wonder of the truth that 
they forget to ask who is the Messenger. 

Later they were to exclaim, "Did not our heart 
burn within us, while He talked with us by the way, 
and while He opened to us the Scriptures?" (v. 32.) 

So they came to the inn, and seeing His lovely 
hands in the gesture of breaking the bread, they realize 
it has been He that has been breaking the Bread of 
Life. Then — 0, glorious, prompt and energetic action 
— "straightway, the self-same hour, they returned to 
Jerusalem." For now they know the meaning of the 
Kingdom of Heaven — not an earthly kingdom of 
marching and conquering armies, dealing out famine, 
despair and death to the vanquished — but the Kingdom 
of love and goodness and peace. 

I believe that all around us there are thousands 
who are on the road to Emmaus. My friend, are you 
on that road of despair and doubt because religion did 
not bring to you what you looked for? For one reason 
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or another, men continue to look askance at the Chris- 
tian faith. They say it is an opiate; they expect 
less than nothing of it, and cast it aside as they search 
for something else — some other scheme of things to 
lead them to happiness and freedom. 

What if back of the nations they have built with 
the ceaseless tramp of armies, back of the governments 
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they have set up and endowed with so much power of 
their own souls, back of the liberties they extol, back 
of the secret police, back of the fear they trade with, 



back of the frightful order to which they grow so 
accustomed that they can hardly imagine any other — 
what if, back of it all, there was a purpose in the 
mind of God that nothing can change or replace the 
old creation "which groaneth and travaileth in pain 
together until now," (Romans 8:22), nothing save 
Jesus Christ, God's Son who died that men might live? 
Yes, indeed, the world has been slow of heart to 
believe, but God's purpose was there from the be- 
ginning, and that wonderful theme which Christ ex- 
pounded to the disciples as He trudged those six or 
seven miles was just exactly this: 



Not an earthly kingdom, 

but God's kingdom on earth. 
Not a conquering power, 

but a conquering love. 
No victor's crown 

save the crown of thorns. 
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THE LAMENT OF JUDAS 



BY THE LATE LIEUT.-COLONEL CHAS. TUTTE 



THE night before Ha showed His wondrous passion, 
We supped together in the Upper Room; 
He talked so lovingly as was His fashion, 
Tho' there prevailed an atmosphere of gloom. 
Whene'er I think, what awful torments flay me, 
I hear Him say, "One of you shall betray Mel" 

Then taking water, with a towel girded, 
He gently laved my dusty, weary feet; 

He must have known my purpose grimly sordid, 
The bargain I was planning to complete; 

As tho' Ho hravely recked not what befell Him, 
He humbly washed the feet that sped to sell Him. 



He sorrowfully took the bread unleaven, 
And broke it, as they broke His manly frame, 

"This Is my body for you freely given, 

'Twas for this very purpose that I came." 

Then I received that symbol of His dying, 
And soon went forth to plan His crucifying. 
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He took the wine and passed the precious token; 

(Like His own blood it flowed a crimson red) 
He cried, "For you is this My body broken, 

This is My blood for sin's remission shed." 
I steeled my heart (for love none could excel Him) 

And I went out in blackest night to sell Him. 

Alone I found Him in the Garden praying, 

I saw His grief, In anguish bending low, 
The soldiers followed me and heard me saying, 

"Kail Masterl" then I kissed Him on the brow. 
O God, these traitor lips His brow caressing, 

Were wet with bloody sweat His pain expressing. 

Accuse me not, as though none else betrayed Him; 

The people, priests and Pilate stand condemned. 
E'en His disciples never came to aid Him; 

Why did not God an angel legion send? 
Though hated, scorned by all, I glorified Him, 

BUT YOU WERE IN THE CROWD THAT CRUCIFIED HIM. 



PAGE FIVE 



H"1 



y 




A HOPE OF ETERNITY 

L OWEVER scientist, philosopher 
and poet may speculate and 
dream of life beyond the grave, 
none has spoken with such author- 
ity and finality as did He who rose 
on the first Easter morning. He de- 
clares Himself to be "the Resurrec- 
tion and the Life." He dares to 
affirm that, "whosoever believeth in 
Me, though he were dead, yet shall 
he live." Again, He declares: "Be- 
cause I live, ye shall live also." 

Upon these mighty statements 
men have based their hope of im- 
mortality through nineteen cen- 
turies of time. It is a central and 
basic teaching of Christianity and 
so great was Paul's recognition of 
its importance and significance that 
he wrote: "If Christ be not risen, 
then is our preaching vain and your 
faith is also vain." 
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essage For Today 



"For God so loved the world, that He 
gave His only begotten Son, that whoso- 
ever believeth in Him should not perish, 
but have everlasting life." — John 3:16. 

/tfXOOD Friday is the most solemn 
Ifi^and meaningful day in the 
whole Christian calendar. On this 
day, Christians throughout the 
world will bow their heads in 
thankful prayer that God, made 
manifest, loved the world enough to 
redeem it by dying between two 
thieves on the hill of Calvary. 

It was in the death of Jesus that 
the whole Christian religion found 
its meaning. Here was the example 
given to men for all the ages. 

By His death, Jesus taught that 
salvation was to be found only 
through sacrifice, and the ultimate 
unselfishness which He represented. 
His death was also the eternal wit- 
ness that human beings are redeem- 
ed in the eyes of God if only they 
seek that redemption by following 



the way of the Man of Calvary. 

The great and solemn lesson of 
the Cross is with us all today. At no 
time since the darkest days of 1914- 
18 and 1939-45 has the world need- 
ed so badly men of deep goodwill 
who are prepared to follow the way 
of Jesus. 

Everything else has been tried. 
Alliances of mighty nations, huge 
armies, navies and air forces, and 
solemn treaties and pacts between 
governments — all these have failed 
to bring the peace and comfort so 
desperately longed-for in the hearts 
of men. 

Jesus, by His sacrifice nineteen 
centuries ago, paid the price of re- 
demption, but he who will not be 
saved cannot be saved. Let us, on 
this Day, rededicate our hearts and 
minds to the cause of Jesus, which 
is the cause of peace. 

The Telegram, Toronto 
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"The third day he shall rise again. . . . 
So they . . . made the sepulchre sure, 
sealing the stone . . . He is not here; 
for he is risen, as he said." Matt. 20:19; 
27:66; 28:6. 

r VHE Man had died on the cross. 
And they laid Him in the tomb; 
The Living Stone in the stone, 
The Rock in the rock-hewn room; 
They left Him alone with Death, 
And sealed the stone at the door; 
They made the sepulchre sure, 
And set their watch before. 
"Lest His friends should steal Him 
away, 



And say that He rose," they said: 
But Life escaped from Death, 
And the God-man rose from the 

dead. 
The sceptical minds of men 
Still think the sepulchre sure, 
But Christ had said, "I will rise," 
And the counsels of God endure. 

Still His disciples go 

To carry the wondrous word; 

"The Lord is risen indeed! 

We know, we have seen and heard." 

And the tomb men think so sure, 

With the seal of their scorn on the 

door — 
The place where the Lord once 

lay- 
Is empty for evermore. 

Annie Johnson Flint 
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Easter In 
Jerusalem 



BY DAVID SPURGEON 



wT^NE of the thousands of pilgrims 
*-P from all over the world who 
lined the hills on the road from 
Jerusalem to Jericho, I watched the 
procession as it descended the 
Mount of Olives, passed by the 
Church of All Nations and the Gar- 
den of Gethsemane, wended its way 
through St. Stephen's Gate to the 
old walled city, and proceeded to 
St. Anne's Convent. It was colour- 
ful and impressive. Men and women 
in all manner of dress sat and stood 
along the route in the hot spring 
sun. 

Old men driving laden donkeys 
with a stick rubbed shoulders with 
U.S. tourists with cameras; bearded 
friars and robed nuns walked 
among young girls in bright spring 
clothing; tradesmen sold their wares 
along the route; you could buy 
everything from hot coffee from a 
brass can slung over an Arab's 
shoulders, to seeds for chewing 
from a tin plate carried on a boy's 
head. 

The waiting crowd was as much 
a spectacle as the procession. There 
were as many Moslems there as 



Christians, and many lan- 
guages were spoken. City 
dwellers came in west- 
ern dress and peasants in 
their ancient robes. Many 
a peasant chewed on a 
piece of lettuce as he 
awaited the show. 

When it finally came, 
it did not disappoint 
them. For over the 
route which Christ fol- 
lowed on a donkey — no 
longer a rough road of 
stone but now a smooth ribbon of 
asphalt — wended a procession as 
colourful as the spring countryside. 

The. bells of the Church of All 
Nations pealed out as hundreds of 
nuns, priests, boy scouts and cubs, 
schoolgirls, and army and civil rep- 
resentatives, passed them. They 
walked slowly up the road, carrying 
palm fronds and banners and sing- 
ing hymns. On and on the 
enormous file went, until after 
them, also carrying palm fronds, 
came the ordinary citizens and the 
pilgrims, singing their songs of 
religious triumph as well. 
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•JTKHE revelation of the Risen 
*& Christ is indeed, in the fullest 
sense of the word, a revelation, an 
unveiling of that which was before 
undiscovered and unknown. 

Nothing is more surprising in the 
whole sum of inspired teaching 
than the way in which the differ- 
ent appearances of Christ after His 
resurrection meet and satisfy the 
aspirations of man towards a 
knowledge of the unseen world. As 
we fix our thoughts steadily upon 
them we learn how our life is inde- 
pendent of its present conditions; 
how we also can live through death; 
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how we can retain all the issues of 
the past without being bound by the 
limitations under which they were 
shaped. Christ rose from the grave 
changed and yet the same, and in 
Him we have the pledge and the 
type of our rising. 

Christ was changed. He was no 
longer subject to the laws of the 
material order to which His earthly 
life was previously conformed. As 
has been well said: "What .was 
natural to Him before is now 
miraculous; what was miraculous 
before is now natural." 

Canadian Churchman 



Later in the day the Anglican 
Church conducted a similar devo- 
tional walk, following again the 
path which Christ took 2,000 years 
ago. And all through this week the 
services and celebrations will con- 
tinue, commemorating the last days 
of Jesus on earth, His death and 
burial, and finally His resurrection. 

The Julian Calendar 

Another set of celebrations will 
begin on April 29, for it is during 
that week that Eastern churches 
celebrate Easter. They use the 
Julian calendar which, since 1901 
has been thirteen days behind the 
Gregorian calendar introduced by 
Pope Gregory XIII in 1582. 

Although West and East observe 
as Easter the first Sunday after the 
full moon falling on or after March 
21, the dates of March 21 in the two 
calendars, being thirteen days apart, 
often fall in different moons. And 
the Eastern Church's Easter must 
always follow after the Jewish 
Passover, never precede or coincide 
with it. — The Globe and Mail, To- 
ronto. 



VICTORY OVER DEATH 

NO more we tremble at the grave 
For He who died our souls to save 
Will raise our bodies, too. 
What though this earthly house should 

fail? 
The Saviour's love will yet prevail 
And raise It up anew. 

— Thomas Kelly. 
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GWE-.a.nd bequeath . . ." 
So' runs the familiar 
Warding that prefaces the 
"list >will and testament" 
oft someone who wisely 
decides how his?|artriiy possessions shall 
be disposed of |rftSr\his death. What- 
ever his religious belief such a man is 
wise enough to know that, having 
brought nothing with him into this 
world he can take Nothing out, 

Though Christ, the Son of God, be- 
came poor for jfhe 'sake of fallen hu- 
manity, yet He| became poor that we 
might become 'rich, ,"and no one ever 
left greater ricj|es;.io those whom He 
loved and to those whom He still loves 
today, for all mankind can still benefit 
by those things! thatxHe bequeathed on 
the eve of His departure. 

The legacy |j Christ is a fit theme 
for meditation as once again we think 
of His passion a^hd, death. 

Think first of^he: Legacy of His Love. 
Christ's supreme desire, as He was 
about to face His|sai2tificial death, was 
that all His follol|ers should share in 
His love. It was HiJt^ish that the same 
kind of love which '%|g had manifest 
during the days of His': S .|lesh niiglyt^ 
through the presence of * His^ j jflOly] 
Spirit, abide with them after His**dei,y 
parture in the flesh. No reading of the 
record of His dealings with men can 
leave anyone in doubt about the depth, 
the consistency, and the purity of His 
love for all. 

His forethought and consideration for 




the needs of others; the exercise of His 
miraculous powers on their behalf 
wherever there was need and a re- 
sponse in faith; His sympathy for the 
sorrows of men — when He wept at the 
grave of Lazarus those near said: "Be- 
hold how He loved him!"; the look of 
compassion that could bring men to re- 
pentance — these, as we see them in the 
incarnate Christ, are the things that 
help us to know the meaning of love. 

And the glory of it is that this same 
love still abides toward us. It is a 
legacy which is still available for all 
who are in faith prepared to claim 
their inheritance; and the manifesta- 
tion of a like love in our lives is the 
evidence of our "possessing our inheri- 
tance." 

A Heavenly Serenity 

Think also of His Legacy of Peace. 
The same peace which He possessed He 
bequeathed to His followers. It has 
been likened to the unbroken quiet 
which, it is said, is found far below in 
the ocean's depths, no matter how tur- 
bulent the waves on the surface. 

At the time Christ made us this 
legacy He knew that in a few short 
hours He would have to face a furious 
storm of abuse, suffering and finally 
an ignominious death, yet at this very 
hour there is neither agitation nor 
j^torm in H^sjfl^n.; action and words. 
'Throughout practically the whole of: 
His life He had faced oppcfsltion«aftd* 
misunderstanding, the wilful misrepre- 
sentations of His opponents, hostile 
criticism of His teaching and actions, 
and the constant barrage of the 



Tempter's onslaughts, yet He 'remain- 
ed the embodiment of peace. 

So superbly confident was He that in 
the very hour when His enemies were 
plotting their worst He could, in effect, 
say calmly to those around Him: "This 
Spirit that I now possess in the face of 
all that I know is to happen to me — 
this peace that holds my heart and 
mind in perfect security — can be yours; 
and I give it to you"! 

How to Qualify 

This legacy of peace is the inheri- 
tance of all who partake of Christ's na- 
ture, but it is folly to think that any 
can claim it without fulfilling condi- 
tions. The last will and testament made 
by many in this life imposes obliga- 
tions before the inheritance can be 
claimed. 

I read recently of a man who would 
inherit a great fortune if he would be 
prepared to change his name and the 
place of his abode. He thought it worth 
while to do it! Immediately I saw a 
spiritual analogy, for those who would 
claim the legacy of Christ must take 
upon themselves a new name and no 
longer dwell in darkness. 

The sins that men commit must dis- 
turb their peace, but such sins can and 
must be forgiven; so that he who 
would have the legacy of Christ's peace 
.must gain the assi}r£nc,ei that the past 
' is forgiven. Then for 1 the 'future, and in 
li^every-./'^cfeQuniBtances of' iifi— in' tlm 
face of the worst of temptations, in a 
world where care and anxiety can 
easily hold the human heart in their 
grip, and in the face of all that may be 
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perplexing and mysterious — we shall 
possess His peace. 

"In Christ Jesus, ye who sometimes 
were afar off are made nigh by the 
blood of Christ. For He is our peace". 
Thus Paul could write to the Ephesian 
Church. 

Unrest which is a dominant char- 
acteristic of the present age, can be 
cured only by the bestowal of Christ's 
peace — and such unrest will ever pre- 
vail until men know that "His will is 
our peace". 

Associated with the Legacy of Peace 
we shall know that other legacy — the 
Legacy of Christ's Joy. 

Accustomed though we may be to 
think; of Christ as the Man of Sorrows, 
nevertheless an abounding joy and 
gladness flowed through His earthly 
life. None dare dispute that His life 
was the happiest ever lived. He shared 
in others' joys as well as in their sor- 
rows. 

The Secret of Happiness 

It is only selfishness that prevents 
men from knowing the taste of joy, 
and the happiness that comes from 
complete unselfishness was the happi- 
ness experienced by Jesus. His joy was 



the 



3°y of self-sacrificing love, so that 



toward the end of His life He could 
jsav : ^ "These things have I Spoken unto 
a °^' ^at My joy might remain in you, 
and -mm T your .j 0y might be f u u.» 

t Q V5! kn ew that if men would respond 

t . s teaching, life for them would be 

= = - ^ mphant - "Be of good cheer;" He 
said <c t v. 

.^. • J- nave overcome the world," and 

e win only appropriate the divine 
EASTER NUMBER 



if 



promises there is a life of victory |f or 
us all that will occasion an experience 
of great joy. We have abundant eyi^ 
dence that the disciples inherited t|iis 
joy, for immediately after the Ascen- 
sion of their Lord they "returned to 
Jerusalem with great joy: And were 
continually in the temple praising afj.d. 
blessing God." § •': 

In most, if not all of the chancerifs 



in Me, and I in you. As the branch 
cannot bear fruit of itself, except it 
abide in the vin$, no more can ye, 
except ye abide in Me." Then the 
blessing of His legacy will be known 
to you. 

Worldly endowments, the legacies of 
material possessions, in the' passage of 
years are often spent and exhausted. 
It is never so with the legacy of Christ, 



BY THE ARMY'S 
INTERNATIONAL LE/#3ER 



(jeneral VUiWred ^J\ltckln^- 



jenerci 

of the world are legacies awaiting theil 
rightful claimants. Possibly many wh| 
are living in poverty today might, I| 
they but knew of someone's "last wi|| 
and testament", be rich. Maybe you, 
who are reading what I have writteij 
are spiritually impoverished whe|| 
did you but experience the love, pea|£ 
and joy of Christ you would be an ej|- ; 
tirely different person. '; „ 

Christ asks for more than your afL-:- 
miration, mITo claim His. legac^,,nfm : 
must, as' did the dimsMmsimmfish' 
dwell within you. Let there be an||s- 
similation of His Spirit as well asfan- 
adoration of His person. He made this 
indwelling plain in addressing H& 
disciples just prior to His crucifixion, 
when He used the figure of the vine. 
"I am the Vine," He said, ". . . Abide 



for the love andpfeace and joy that He 

bestows increase in' their richness and 

enjoyment. I can testify to the posses- 

•• sion of this inheritance myself. Can you? 
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THE CROSS 

riot ~^rn -Arfterthouaht — &Jut ZJke Jrneuitaoie 
nCeaciion of aLjiuine cJLove 



flfHE Cross perfects the Saviour - 
Ml/hood of Christ. The Cross draws 
its meaning from Christ Himself. It 
is His intention that consecrates it, 
and all the passion of His intention 
was to be the Saviour of the world. 



It was this 
perfect univer- 
sal love of His 
that sufficed to 
turn an instru- 
ment of crimin- 
al torture into an 
effective and 
permanent sym- 
bol of Go d's 
mercy. 

The Cross 
brought Christ's 
love for men to 
a final test and 
a perfect expres- 
sion, and He did 
not fail in the 
crisis. He met it 
with more than 
resignation. He 
rose to it with 
joy and triumph, 
not indeed as 
though it were a 
crisis, but sim- 
ply the natural 
and inevitable 
expression of His 
Godhead. 

In that per- 
fect loving 
Christ's Saviour- 
hood consists. He disclosed the na- 
ture of God in the face of the 
worst the world could be and do. 
This does not make the Cross a 
mere demonstration of moral 
beauty and spiritual strength; it 



makes it a royal deed, bringing the 
Incarnation to an organic climax of 
perfection. 

The Cross was neither an after- 
thought of God in view of human 
sin, nor was it foreordained to the 
exclusion of any better possibility. 
It is impossible to think of God 
ordaining the treachery of a Judas, 
the injustice of a Pilate, the cruelty 
of a Roman soldier, or the murder- 
ousness of a mob. 

The Cross represents the normal 
and inevitable reaction of divine 
love, when confronted with human 
sin and was foreordained only in 
the sense that from- all eternity God 
stood ready for the utmost sacrifice 
that human salvation might de- 
mand. This readiness of sacrificial 
love on God's part is the "Lamb 
slain from before the foundation of 
the world." So in this simple yet 
deeply true sense the Cross of Jesus 
proves once and for ever that Love 
is the final fact of the universe. 

An American poet has written: 

I saw God bare His soul one day 

Where all the earth might see 
The stark naked heart of Him 

On lonely Calvary, 
There was a crimson sky of blood 

And overhead a storm 
When lightning slipped the clouds a flood 

Of light engulfed His form. 
Beyond the storm a rainbow lent 

A light to every cloud 
And on that Cross mine eyes beheld 

The naked soul of God. 



C*a&ter 



^rrope 

^f\H, the hope of Easter morning 
flpyNou; fulfilled for one and all! 
^^ Death is vanquished, sorrow 

ended 
And the grave doth not appal. 

Christ, in garments white with 
splendour, 

Steps from out the darkened tomb, 

Bringing -with Him light and com- 
fort, 

Evermore dispelling gloom. 

To the world Christ brought assur- 
ance 
Of a better life to come; 
Some day we shall share His glory 
Where there is no setting sun. 

Martha Grenfell 



It is in a vision of the Cross that 
man's soul comes to its full salvation. 
Beholding God as He really is he 
knows what he himself must be, and 
what he can be, by that love 
which will not let him go. Salvation 
shines once for all in the Cross. 



UP THE RUGGED HILL 

/fff HOUGH bowed with sin, I lift my 
%ii/ head, 

As up the rugged hill I tread; 
And, at Its crest, there meets my eyes 

Jehovah's bleeding sacrifice. 

He did no sin to suffer so — 

The crown of thorns, the scoffer's 
blow 
The sin was mine that placed Him there, 

It broke His heart my soul to spare. 

The Lord, my Saviour, triumphs now; 

And men who neath His shadow bow, 
Will rise to triumph over sin, 

Join in the resurrection hymn. 

Praise be to God: for Jesus lives, 
And resurrection power He gives. 

Now on this hill-top I can stand, 
A member of His blood-washed band. 

And 'neath the hallowed Cross I'll stay, 
My Lord to trust, Him to obey; 

As through the fleeting years of time 
I glory, Just to know He's mine. 

— K. Bvenden. 



FROM SHADOW TO SUNSHINE 

/"jr ATE one afternoon, while all 
aJ Heaven waited for Him, He 
-**' journeyed with two sad- 
hearted folk to Emmaus. The 23rd 
Psalm had promised, "Though I 
walk through the valley of the 
shadow of death, I will fear no 
evil." And so it was that day, for, 
leaving Jerusalem by the Damascus 
gate, the two disciples had already 
passed below dread Golgotha where, 
a few days before, their Lord had 
died, and, with Him, all their hopes. 
As they passed below the hill it 
was indeed "the valley of the 
shadow" they traversed. But soon, 
according to promise, "Jesus Him- 
self drew near and went with 
them." He soon dissipated their de- 
pression and caused their hearts to 
burn within them. First He had to 
use His "rod", upon them, with 
His "O foolish ones and slow of 
heart to believe," but this was fol- 
lowed by the "staff"— the whole 
staff of bread, as He showed them 
Himself in the Scriptures. 
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flr'HE life-long friend of a young 
VtL' Christian was employed as a 
druggist, but he was far from 
sharing his friend's faith. Every time 
the saved man spoke to him of God, 
the young pharmacist made fun of 
him. At last the friend decided 
never to touch upon the subject 
again in their conversations, but to 
confine himself to ordinary topics. 

As a final word he said: "In 
future, old man, I shall not trouble 
you with these matters. You only 
make light of them. Until you your- 
self care to re-open the subject, I 
have only one more word — a word 
from God to you. It is a verse from 
the 50th Psalm: 'Call upon me in 
the day of trouble: I will deliver 
thee, and thou shalt glorify me.' 
Don't forget it!" But the other 
merely laughed. 

Some time after this the young 
druggist was on night duty at the 
pharmacy. Suddenly he was aroused 
by the violent ringing of the night- 
bell. A little girl had brought a pre- 
scription which the doctor had just 
given to her mother, who was very 
ill. 

Half asleep and annoyed at being 
disturbed, the young fellow weigh- 



ed out the drugs, mixed them, stuck 
the label on the bottle, and handed 
it to the child, who ran off with it 
as fast as she could. 

After she had gone he proceeded 
to put the various bottles back in 
their places when — horrors! What 
had he done? He had used a wrong 
chemical! Instead of a soothing 
drug, he had put a violent poison 
into the prescription. If the patient 
took any part of it, death was sure 
— a death of agony! 

He did not know the little girl, 
nor where she lived. If only he 
could find her! He rushed out of the 
store into the dark street. He ran 
to the right, then to the left, but in 
vain. The darkness had swallowed 
her. Besides, she seemed in such a 
hurry, perhaps at that very moment 
she was giving her mother a dose of 
the poison he had prepared! 

Cold sweat covered the poor fel- 
low. He was at his wit's end. What 
could he do? Suddenly his friend's 
verse came to mind: "Call upon me 
in the day of trouble: I will deliver 
thee, and thou shalt glorify me." 

He hurried back to the pharmacy. 
He threw himself on his knees and 
. . . prayed. He did not make any 



"WATCH WITH THE MASTER" 

(Tune: Mendelssohn, T.B. 680) 

«*|rtjl«ATCH WITH THE MASTER, nor leave Him in 
(JjjQtJ. His anguish, 

Prone as He lies, forspent and overborne. 
Fail not thy love, nor let thine eyelids languish, 
Dark though the garden, darker Calvary'B morn. 

WATCH WITH THE MASTER! By all His friends 
forsaken. 
Stormed by the foeman, in the breach He stands. 
Strong In His love, within Its gates unshaken, 

He takes the victory with those bounden hands. 

WATCH AS THE SAVIOUR— God's Lamb for our 

offending, 

Passes beneath the sacramental floodl 

O lova and grief, Thy sacred passion blending 

Write our forgiveness in that healing Bloodl 

WATCH AS THE SAVIOUR, who tasted death to 
save us, 
Laid down His life, now takes it up again. 
"The Lord is risen I" True the word He gave usj 
Of death's dominion nothing shall remain. 

WATCH FOR THE SAVIOUR, and let thy lamp be 
burning 
When He appears to claim His chosen Bride. 
O King of Love, Thy travail and Thy yearning 
Shall own Thy people, and be satlsfiedl 

— Albert Oraborn. 





fun this time. In his terrible 
anguish he cried to God to help him, 
for He alone could . . . 

What! Another ring? He rushed 
to the door, and to his unspeakable 
amazement saw the little girl, her 
face bathed in tears. She was hold- 
ing the neck of the broken bottle. 

"Oh, sir", she sobbed, "help me! I 
ran so fast that I fell and broke 
the bottle." 

A Happy Sequel 

We can imagine the emotions of 
the young man as he took the pre- 
scription in hand again and pre- 
pared it correctly. But the gratitude 
of his heart did not vanish like a 
fleeting, though profound, impres- 
sion. Conviction had pierced his 
soul. He realized how unworthy he 
was of such mercy, such goodness 
from the God he had so long slight- 
ed, mocked and rejected. 

He could scarcely wait to tell his 
friend what had occurred. Of his 
own accord he re-opened the sub- 
ject which he himself had closed. 
By the grace of God he soon learn- 
ed to know the Saviour whom his 
friend loved. 



m cuy 



Official organ of The Salvation Army 
in Canada and Bermuda. William Booth, 
Founder; Wilfred Kitchtng, General; W. 
Wyeliffe Booth, Territorial Commander. 
International Headquarters, Denmark 
Hill, London; Headquarters for Canada 
and Bermuda, 20 Albert Street, Toronto 1, 
Ontario, Canada. 

Printed for The Salvation Army in 
Canada and Bermuda by The Salvation 
Army Printing House, 471 Jarvis Street, 
Toronto 5, Ontario, Canada. 

Authorized as second class mall at the 
Post Office Department, Ottawa. 

All editorial communications should be 
addressed to the Editor, 471 Jarvis 
Street, Toronto 5, Ontario. Enquiries 
regarding shipments and subscription 
rates should be made to the Printing 
Secretary at the same address. 

SUBSCRIPTION RATES: A copy of 
The War Cry, including the special 
Easter and Christmas issues, will be 
mailed each week for one year to any 
address for $5, postpaid, or $2.50 for six 
months. 



EASTER NUMBER 



PAGE ELEVEN 



■X 





AS Mary Magdalene and Mary 
the mother of James, and 
Salome, made their way to the 
sepulchre on that first Easter morn- 
ing, they said among themselves 
"Who shall roll us away the stone 
from the door of the sepulchre? And 
when they looked they saw that the 
stone was rolled away." 

That stone represented all the 
power and prestige of imperial 
Rome; all the intensity and depth 
of priestly hate; all the bigotry and 
prejudice of Pharisaic pride; all the 
brutal passions of the mob who pre- 
ferred Barabbas, all the subtlety of 
the Devil himself. The seal of the 
Sanhedrin, a regiment of soldiers, a 
floor of rock, a roof of rock, a wall 
of rock, a niche of rock — all these 

What A Contrast! 

AT His birth He received gifts, but 
at His death He was robbed of 
His raiment. He received no gold or 
frankincense at His death, though 
he was offered vinegar mingled 
with myrrh. He refused it, and there 
was a reason for this refusal. Myrrh 
was used to alleviate pain. Jesus 
drank the cup of our sin's sufferings 
to the dregs. He paid the utmost 
price for our redemption. Instead of 
the hymn of praise by the angel 
choir, He received the hymn of hate 
from the mob — "Crucify Him!" 
Crucify Him!" Oh, ponder it— He 
suffered this for you! 



had combined to fasten down that 
stone upon the dead Christ. 

But when the sorrowing, anxious 
women reached the sacred spot they 
found that death was vanquished, 
beaten, baffled, defeated, by the in- 
herent holiness of the imprisoned 
Saviour. The finger of God touched 
the stone and it rolled away, and 
down came an angel, who sat upon 



Light From The Cross 

THE cross has become a glorious 
lever; it lifts mankind near to 
God. There is nothing exalting about 
the Hill of Calvary itself. None of 
the four evangelists even so much as 
calls it a hill. Each of them simply 
describes it as "a place." Its name— 
"a place of skulls" — would suggest 
that it was not an attractive place. 
Yet it became the fulcrum on which 
was placed the great spiritual lever 
which lifts mankind up towards 
God. The fact that Christ was cruci- 
fied there makes it an important 
place in the history of the world. 
The cross also was crude, but a light 
burst from it which eternity itself 
will not be able to extinguish. 
* * ,1: 

We are all guilty of crucifying 
Christ, and the pathos, the tragedy 
of it is, that men are so indifferent 
about the matter. Men and women 
are ashamed to weep over their sins 
in these days, but we must remem- 
ber that the Saviour wept for the 
sins of the whole world; for our 
sakes He became a Man of Sorrows. 



stacles 



The Joyous Surprise 



the discarded boulder in token of our 
Redeemer's victory, and of Hell's 
defeat. 

He is no longer dead. He has be- 
come exalted and eternal, emerged 
from the tomb, and begun His reign 
over the thought, imagination and 
will of men. There are many 
"stone s" in human experience 
which, as advancing to duty in the 
face of appalling difficulties, had no 
real existence when we came, as it 
were, up against them. Our fears 
for the most part were groundless. 
Things usually turned out better 
than we anticipated. 

Many of us have experienced deep 
anxiety and sought our rest at night 
with a heavy mind, We did not see 
our way out, and had worsened 
things by thinking closely and 
anxiously about our trouble. We 
came to a standstill, realizing that 
no good could come of further 
wrestling. We didn't expect to sleep, 
but because all of us have more to 
live for than the thing which 
troubles us at any moment, we did 
sleep, and in our sleep the "stone" 
of our anxiety and care was rolled 
away. The Psalmist says of this very 
aspect of experience, "He giveth 
to His beloved in sleep." 

A change of scene may have had 
this liberating effect upon us and 
done us good; but probably the 
change of scene gave God His op- 
portunity. 

It may have been music in the 
sense of beautiful and wise words — 
a snatch of a verse — or perhaps the 
remembrance of some fine outburst 
from a favourite poet. God moves in 
a mysterious way, but the emphasis 
is not on the mysteriousness of His 
way, but upon the glorious truth 
that He moves! And something like 
a miracle happens — the "stone" rolls 
away. 

We are delivered when, having 
pushed to the point of desperate- 
ness, we desist — not to leave our 
"stone" to take care of itself, but 
rather that we might come nearer 
to God, and in prayer, the soul's 
supreme fidelity to its own private 
tasks, find our surest way of sum- 
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moning God's angel to deal with it. 
We look up into the quiet region 
where God is, and pray for power to 
deal honourably with life. In prayer 
we shift the accent and let the pres- 
sure fall where faith assures us it 
may. We call upon our souls to for- 
get things and to remember God, 
and thus the "stone" is rolled away. 
This, most assuredly, is how we re- 
cover, and make progress in every 
region of our life, no matter what 
the task may be — whether in human 
learning, or in the conduct of life, or 
in a quiet Bethany of service. 

Some "stones" would seem to 
have been set there by God Him- 
self, and inalienable from life — the 
lame, the halt, the sick, the blind — 
those in whom the light of reason is 
obscured. May we not say of each 
such case that it is a "stone" which, 
one day, an angel of God descend- 
ing, shall roll away? 

But how many sad and bitter 
"stones" are of our own laying — 
quarrels, misunderstandings, es- 
trangements, broken friendships. 




The cause may have been forgotten, 
and long ceased to be an active rea- 
son; for we do get tired of even the 
most just quarrels, and, but for silly 
vanity (which passes for a "proper 
pride"), forgiveness reconciliation, 
and a "new creation dawning" 
would, long since, have helped to 
roll away the "stone." At the same 
time there are the folks of a brittle 
and imperious type who can re- 
member a fancied slight for a life- 
time, and are not disquieted at the 
prospect of meeting God one day in 
such an attitude and spirit. Some- 
times God intervenes in such a case 
as this and sends those concerned, 
or one of them, some heavy sorrow 



which overwhelms them; but the 
happiness that follows immediately 
upon the rolling back of this par- 
ticular "stone" is companioned by 
the living Christ, who walks radiant 
out of the tomb. 

Our faith in the Resurrection of 
Christ is the fount and spring of all 
our living — the support on which 
we buttress ourselves, and round 
which the very fibre of the practical 
will wind and bind itself. Our faith 
in the Risen Christ is the rock on 
which we rest — the refuge in which 
we hide, the fortress out of which 
we descend to walk the lower ways 
of earth.— The Assurance Magazine 

A Salvation Army English publication. 



HE BELONGED TO ALL AGES 

Lessons From The Crucifixion 



THE Cross of Christ rises on the 
horizon and will speak its 
eternal message to millions of 
human souls this Easter season. It 
has a teaching all its own, for it is 
the college of mystic learning to 
the hearts of men. When it was first 
erected on the Hill of Calvary the 
multitude gathered, and "sitting 
down they watched Him THERE." 
That is the focal point. We are 
watching Jesus where He appears 
at His greatest. 

For the cross is the place to see 
Him in His glory. Men may sit 
and watch Jesus from many a point 
of view, and He will always appear 
wonderful and great. See Him as 



He teaches the multitudes in golden 
words of wisdom and truth. There 
are no other words ever spoken 
like this Man spoke. Men may sit 
and watch Him and His work of 
ministering to the diseased. The 
Great Physician is a picture of Jesus 
at work. There He is giving strength 
to the crippled and sight to the 
blind, hearing to the deaf, laying 
His cool, clean hands on the leper's 
loathsome flesh, and even restoring 
the dead to life. 

They may see and watch Him, 
the Master of nature's forces, out 
there in the tiny boat in the midst 
of a storm at sea, and if you cup 
your hands to your ears you can 



hear above the winds and the waves 
those imperishable words, "Peace 
be still." 

But it is when He appears on His 
Cross that He shines in the glory 
of His sacrificial love. And that is 
strange when you come to think of 
it for, as a rule, men are not at 
their best when they are dying. 
When life is failing, the eye is 
glazed and the gasping of breath is 
torture to the hearts of those who 
love. The death-chamber is no 
place for a crowd, but the words 
of Rousseau are true: "If the death 
of Socrates was that of a philoso- 
pher, the death of Jesus was that of 
a God."— R.J.R. 
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tjrESTJS and Alexander died at 

jJ thirty -three, 

One lived and died for self; one died 

for you and me. 
The Greek died on a throne; the Jew 

died on a cross; 
One's life a triumph seemed; the 

other but a loss. 
One led vast armies forth; the other 

walked alone; 
One shed a whole world's blood; the 

other gave His own. 
One won the world in life and lost 

it all in death; 
The other lost His life to win the 

whole world's faith. 



Jesus and Alexander died at thirty- 
three. 
One died in Babylon; and one on 

Calvary. 
One gained all for self; and one 

Himself He gave, 
One conquered every throne; the 

other every grave. 
The one made himself God; the God 

made Himself less; 
The one lived but to blast; the other 

but to bless. 
When died the Greek, forever fell 

his throne of swords; 
But Jesus died to live forever Lord 

of lords. 



Jesus and Alexander died at thirty- 
three, 
The Greek made all men slaves; the 

Jew made all men free. 
One built a throne on blood; the 

other built on love, 
The one was bom of earth; the 

other from above; 
One won all this earth, to lose all 

earth and Heaven; 
The other gave up all, that all to 

Him be given. 
The Greek forever died; the Jew 

forever lives. 
He loses all who gets, and wins all 

things who gives. 

Charles Ross Weede 



forgot that great crowds followed 
the Saviour. Then those around 
caught me out on my accent; they'd 
heard me shout at the girls in denial. 
This time, I was really angry." The 
prisoner raised his hand to Heaven. 
"How could I ever have sunk so 
low! Lying, then actually cursing!" 
He hung his head, and walked up 
and down in distraction. The clerk 
wrote on. 

"Just as I swore that I had never 
known the Man a sound fell on my 
ear. It was the thin cry of a cock, 
crowing in the distance. Like a flash 
I remembered His words. Again it 
sounded. Then they brought Him 
out, chained like a criminal between 
two warriors. My blessed Jesus — 
those hands bound fast!" Peter's 
face revealed his mental anguish. 
"He gave me one look — oh, Mark, 
if you could have seen that look! 
He knew! He knew! It was as 
though He had heard every word, 
and reminded me how weak and 
frail I — Peter, the strong, the im- 
pulsive, the boastful — really was. 
It broke me up, Mark. I rushed out 
— away from the firelight into the 
dark, and oh, how I wept!" 

The amanuensis said nothing, al- 
though he could scarcely see the 
paper through the mist of tears. He 
wrote on shakily. "It is getting late, 
Mark, and there is still much to 
tell. But how can I repeat the hor- 
rors of that terrible night?" 

He was tired now. His agitated 
pacing had worn him out — that, and 
the tempest of emotions. He sank 



When The Cock Crew 

(Continued from page 3) 
again on to the bench. Again that 
deep voice sounded out, on and on, 
relating every detail of that night 
and the next day — that first Good 
Friday — the trial before Pilate, the 
release of Barabbas, the fiasco be- 
fore Herod, the return to Pilate, 
the cowardly, symbolic washing of 
hands, the scourging, the mockery, 
the sight of Jesus, pale but for the 
blood- stains on that pure face, with 
the spiked crown pressing on that 
innocent brow. Then the roar of 
the bloodthirsty mob, "Crucify 
Him!" and the pitiful procession to 
the place of execution. The gath- 
ering together of the few faithful 
women and John, the Master's 
noble words on the cross, especial- 
ly His thoughtful consideration of 
His mother — "John, behold thy 
mother!" then the awful, supernat- 
ural darkening of the sky, the sol- 
diers' wonderment of this strange 
Victim, then the end; the request of 
Joseph of Arimathea, the solemn 
removal of the Body from the cross, 
the burial, and the sad return home. 
"Ah, that was the bitter time, 
Mark! Every vestige of hope was 
gone! The sun had set; the dream 
had ended; we sat there like men 
who were condemned to die!" 
Peter's tragic face suddenly lit up. 
"Then, on the Sunday morning — 
the whole picture changed." He 
rose and this time his pacing took 
on a jubilant air. "The women said 
He was not there. We thought they 
were dreaming or imagining things. 



John and I ran to the sepulchre. 
It was true! But, stupid fools that 
we were we still would not believe 
He had risen. We clean forgot what 
He had told us so many, many 
times." 

"Well, you know the rest — the 
glorious realization that He was 
really alive again; then that won- 
derful episode in Galilee, when He 
took the trouble to test my love — 
three times (I had denied Him 
thrice) ; then that wonderful, yet 
sad occasion when He took us to 
Mount Olivet and gave us His last 
charge before being received out 
of our sight." 

The apostle's face was transfigur- 
ed. He was looking upward. He 
was seeing again the figure of His 
Master, with its outstretched hands, 
diminishing as He rose up and 
ever upwards, until a cloud received 
Him out of their sight. "And we 
returned with joy— with joy, think 
of it, Mark, after parting with Jesus. 
We knew it was not the end, only 
the beginning. We knew we'd see 
Him again . — " 

He stopped. He lifted his head, 
listening. The writer looked up, 
puzzled. "Hear that, Mark?" There 
was a whimsical smile on the 
apostle's face. 

"No, what is it, sir?" 

"Listen!" 

The disciple listened again. Then 
he heard. Sounding faintly over the 
rooftops of that Babylon — Rome — 
it came. No wonder Peter smiled, 
sadly yet confidently. It was the 
crowing of a cock. The dawn was 
at hand . . . 
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fESUS and Alexander died at 
thirty -three, 
One lived and died for self; one died 

for you and me. 
The Greek died on a throne; the Jew 

died on a cross; 
One's life a triumph seemed; the 

other but a loss. 
One led vast armies forth; the other 

walked alone; 
One shed a whole world's blood; the 

other gave His own. 
One won the world in life and lost 

it all in death; 
The other lost His life to win the 

whole world's faith. 



Jesus and Alexander died at thirty - 

three. 
One died in Babylon; and one on 

Calvary. 
One gained all for self; and one 

Himself He gave, 
One conquered every throne; the 

other every grave. 
The one made himself God; the God 

made Himself less; 
The one lived but to blast; the other 

but to bless. 
When died the Greek, forever fell 

his throne of swords; 
But Jesus died to live forever Lord 

of lords. 



Jesus and Alexander died at thirty- 
three, 
The Greek made all men slaves; the 

Jew made all men free. 
One built a throne on blood; the 

other built on love, 
The one was born of earth; the 

other from above; 
One won all this earth, to lose all 

earth and Heaven; 
The other gave up all, that all to 

Him be given. 
The Greek forever died; the Jew 

forever lives. 
He loses all who gets, and wins all 

things who gives. 

Charles Ross Weede 



forgot that great crowds followed 
the Saviour. Then those around 
caught me out on my accent; they'd 
heard me shout at the girls in denial. 
This time, I was really angry." The 
prisoner raised his hand to Heaven. 
"How could I ever have sunk so 
low! Lying, then actually cursing!" 
He hung his head, and walked up 
and down in distraction. The clerk 
wrote on. 

"Just as I swore that I had never 
known the Man a sound fell on my 
ear. It was the thin cry of a cock, 
crowing in the distance. Like a flash 
I remembered His words. Again it 
sounded. Then they brought Him 
out, chained like a criminal between 
two warriors. My blessed Jesus — 
those hands bound fast!" Peter's 
face revealed his mental anguish. 
"He gave me one look — oh, Mark, 
if you could have seen that look! 
He knew! He knew! It was as 
though He had heard every word, 
and reminded me how weak and 
frail I — Peter, the strong, the im- 
pulsive, the boastful — really was. 
It broke me up, Mark. I rushed out 
— away from the firelight into the 
dark, and oh, how I wept!" 

The amanuensis said nothing, al- 
though he could scarcely see the 
paper through the mist of tears. He 
wrote on shakily. "It is getting late, 
Mark, and there is still much to 
tell. But how can I repeat the hor- 
rors of that terrible night?" 

He was tired now. His agitated 
pacing had worn him out — that, and 
the tempest of emotions. He sank 



When The Cock Crew 

(Continued from page 3) 
again on to the bench. Again that 
deep voice sounded out, on and on, 
relating every detail of that night 
and the next day — that first Good 
Friday — the trial before Pilate, the 
release of Barabbas, the fiasco be- 
fore Herod, the return to Pilate, 
the cowardly, symbolic washing of 
hands, the scourging, the mockery, 
the sight of Jesus, pale but for the 
blood-stains on that pure face, with 
the spiked crown pressing on that 
innocent brow. Then the roar of 
the bloodthirsty mob, "Crucify 
Him!" and the pitiful procession to 
the place of execution. The gath- 
ering together of the few faithful 
women and John, the Master's 
noble words on the cross, especial- 
ly His thoughtful consideration of 
His mother — "John, behold thy 
mother!" then the awful, supernat- 
ural darkening of the sky, the sol- 
diers' wonderment of this strange 
Victim, then the end; the request of 
Joseph of Arimathea, the solemn 
removal of the Body from the cross, 
the burial, and the sad return home. 
"Ah, that was the bitter time, 
Mark! Every vestige of hope was 
gone! The sun had set; the dream 
had ended; we sat there like men 
who were condemned to die!" 
Peter's tragic face suddenly lit up. 
"Then, on the Sunday morning — 
the whole picture changed." He 
rose and this time his pacing took 
on a jubilant air. "The women said 
He was not there. We thought they 
were dreaming or imagining things. 



John and I ran to the sepulchre. 
It was true! But, stupid fools that 
we were we still would not believe 
He had risen. We clean forgot what 
He had told us so many, many 
times." 

"Well, you know the rest — the 
glorious realization that He was 
really alive again; then that won- 
derful episode in Galilee, when He 
took the trouble to test my love — 
three times (I had denied Him 
thrice); then that wonderful, yet 
sad occasion when He took us to 
Mount Olivet and gave us His last 
charge before being received out 
of our sight." 

The apostle's face was transfigur- 
ed. He was looking upward. He 
was seeing again the figure of His 
Master, with its outstretched hands, 
diminishing as He rose up and 
ever upwards, until a cloud received 
Him out of their sight. "And we 
returned with joy — with joy, think 
of it, Mark, after parting with Jesus. 
We knew it was not the end, only 
the beginning. We knew we'd see 
Him again- " 

He stopped. He lifted his head, 
listening. The writer looked up, 
puzzled. "Hear that, Mark?" There 
was a whimsical smile on the 
apostle's face. 

"No, what is it, sir?" 

"Listen!" 

The disciple listened again. Then 
he heard. Sounding faintly over the 
rooftops of that Babylon — Rome — 
it came. No wonder Peter smiled, 
sadly yet confidently. It was the 
crowing of a cock. The dawn was 
at hand . . . 
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The "beloved disciple," John looks earnestly into the face of His Master in this picture of Friedrich Keller's on the burial of Jesus. At the left, His mother 

weeps unrestrainedly. Another disciple (extreme right) lights the way to the tomb Joseph of Arimathea had lent. It was a sad time for the followers of Jesus, 

but one that could have been considerably lightened if their faith had not failed — if they had remembered His reiterated promise to them that He would rise 

again. This Easter, may our faith in all God's unfailing promises burn brightly to light our way through life's uncertainties. 



